232             AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
described as "cabhorse" class, came plunging and cutting across our bows. We passed numerous Liberty ships, their rails lined with American troops, here and there an ebony face standing out among the whites. Other ships were packed with tanks, transport of all descriptions, trucks, jeeps, staff cars. Once more we marvelled at the paraphernalia, the complex organisation and all the immense misdirected effort of modern war.
We passed the high bruised cliffs of Capri, and as clouds obscured the sun I found it less alluring than in the pages of Axel Munthe or Robert Graves. The "buzz" spread round the ship that we were bound for Salerno to rendezvous with other landing craft, and—a big fillip this— that Churchill was in Naples and would inspect the invasion fleet.
In five hours we were off Salerno and I counted ninety landing craft at anchor. We swam off the ship to fill in time; there were chairs and mattresses on deck, as if we were bound on a pleasure cruise. Then came a spoilsport signal from the shore: "Heavy weather expected. Take suitable precautions." This was calamitous news for a poor sailor like me.
Red and white check-flags were fluttering from the ships of our miniature navy early next morning. Just before eight we set sail once again at the rear of a convoy of about thirty tank-landing craft, steaming in three lines across a cobalt and emerald sea. At lunch-time we were back in Naples Bay, mystified by our own comings and goings, dumbly admiring the international armada assembled—French, British, American, Norwegian, Italian—from massive battle wagons, cruisers and destroyers to troop transports and supply ships of all types. We saw nothing of Mr. Churchill's inspection but later heard that he had wished us " Good luck and good hunting." The weather was torrid. We stripped to the waist and soon began to look the colour of Red Indians.
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